ADVENTURES” 


: 2 
52 . z * 1 ” * 2 . 
F > 
Oo a” ö Wo — v3 . 5 « 
—_—  *" 4 ; 
N + 


TELEMACHUS 
SONof ULTSSES 


"+ ' ; 8 ” 
0%, Taler 1 enen As abs, — Ak 2 KoThu, + 2 


== — ů—ßv— — . nn uy Ws 


— — 
- 


The Firs Book. 


PI 


Tranſlated fem the 0 RIGINAL 2 Proſe into 
L 72 Verſe. 


E UU d N: | 
Printed by J. Warrs; and Sold by . ROBERTS 


in H/arwick - Lane. 


** 


MDCC xXXVIII. 


Price One Shilling. 


2 ER 
22 ＋ a * 
8 —ů ů — 4 


F the following Tranſlation in Verſe of 
the Firſt Book of one of the nobleſt 
Works that any Age has produc'd, com- 
pos'd in French Proſe by the late famous 
M. de Fenelon, Archbiſhop of Cambray, 
ſhould 1 the good Fortune to be favour d with the 
Approbation of the Publick, the ſame Hand, that offers 
this Attempt as a Pattern, intends to go on with the 
Undertaking, till the whole Piece is perfected; the Tranſ- 
lation of the Second Book of This excellent Poem being 
already finiſh'd, and deſign d for the Prefs, if the Firſt 
meets with any Encouragement. 
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Telemachus, conducted by Minerva, under the Figure of 
Mentor, after a Shipwreck lands in the Iſle of the God- 
deſs Calypſo, where Ulyſſes, whom he was ſearching for, 
had abided for ſome time. The Goddeſs receives him fa- 
vourably, falls in Love with him, offers him Immorta- 
lity, and asks an Account of his Adventures. He re- 
cites to her his Voyage to Pylos and Sparta, his being 
driven by Storm upon the Coaſt of Sicily, the Peril he 
was in there of being ſacrificed to the Manes of Anchiſes, 
the Succour he and Mentor gave to Aceſtes in an Incur- 
fron of the Barbarians, and that King's Acknowledgment 
of the Service in giving them a Tyrian Yeſſel to return 
into their Country. | CES 
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8 LYSSES fled, the Darling of her 
Bghreaſt, 


Sad was Calypſo! $ Heart, with Grief op- 

preſt. 

Her state immortal in her Pangs ſhe 
found, 

Inſtead of eaſing, but inflam'd her Wound. 

Her Grot reſounded with her Songs no more, 

The Nymphs, who ſerv'd her, ſpeechleſs at her Door 

With ſympathetick Woe, like Statues ſtood, 

And ſeem'd inanimate as Stone or Wood. 

Oft would ſhe tread the flow'ry Turf alone, 

And ſighing to herſelf her Loſs bemoan. 

Th' eternal Spring, that did her Ifle ſurround, 

Where Nature was in all her Beauty found, 
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Tho form'd to ſooth Affliction's wonted Train, | 

The blooming Scene but added to her Pain, 

When ſhe reflected that her Princely Gueſt, 

Who had fo oft with her thoſe Meadows preſt, 

Late of her Joy, now Subject of her Moan, | | 

The ſweet Companion of her Walks was gone. 

Oft would ſhe fit deep-ſighing on the Shore, 

And oft with trickling Tears the Main explore, 

That Quarter chiefly, where the Ship that ſtole 

The dear, inceſſant Object of her Soul, 

Swift-ſcudding o'er the Waves, to Sight was loſt ; 

Sudden ſhe ſaw, tho diſtant from the Coaſt, 

The Remnants of a Wreck, and' ſoon ſhe trac'd 

Seats, Planks, and Oars, a Rudder, and a Maſt, 

With ſcatter'd Ropes, ſome lodg'd upon the Strand, 

And ſome afloat, but driving to the Land. 

Then, ſeiz d with Wonder, ſhe Iwo Perſons ſpy d 

Juſt riſing from the Sea's impetuous Tide, 

Of whom one ſeem'd with riper Manhood fraught, 

The other quite a Youth, but in her Thought 

Of her Ulyſſes the Reſemblance bore, 

Such was his Mien, and ſuch the Grace he wore. 

Attentive, as the Strangers nearer drew, 

Telemachus at ſight the Goddeſs knew, 

That Hero's Son, but tho' things unreveal'd 

To Men are ſeldom to the Gods conceal'd, 

With all her Skill divine ſhe could not trace 

The awful Partner of the Youth's Diſgrace. 

This comes from hence, ſuperior Gods with eaſe 
Hide from the lower Claſs whate'er they pleaſe, 


And 
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And Pallas, who in Mentor's Figure deig d 
To guide the young Telemachus, retain d 
The Pow'r ſhe had inherent, and her own, 
Nor would ſhe to Calyp/e's Eyes be known. 
The Laſt however felt within her Mind 

Her Pains diminiſh, ' and was pleas'd to find 
Thrown' on her Iſle, tho by a Chance fo dire, 
_ Ulyſſes my ths Picture of his Sire. 


Advancing Gus wich conttdid Brow, 
And feigning neither of the Two to know, 
Thus to the Youth ſhe faid, © What blind Miſtake 
«© Has made you without Leave your Ship forſake 
« To land upon my Coaſt? Young Stranger, learn 
The Danger you thro' Blindneſs don't diſcern. 
* Unpuniſh'd none preſumes to tread or breathe 
«& Within this Iſle, the bare Attempt is Death.” 
In threatning Words like theſe Calypſo try d 
The Joy that ſparkled in her Eyes to hide. 


« O Nymph, whoe er Thou art, of Mortal Line, 
« Telemachus reply d, or Race Divine, 
(Tho to behold your Face and Air the Doubt 
« Soon leſſens, and the Goddeſs ſhines throughout) 
« Canſt thou thy Pity to a Son deny, 
« Who long the Sport of an inclement Sky 7 
Has by inceſſant Winds and Waves been toſt, 
Without Remorſe, to ſeek a Father loſt, 
And whoſe frail Veſſel, bulging on your Shore, 
« Drives us at laſt your Mercy to implore ? 


— 
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«© What Father is t you ſearch ?” ſaid then the babe: 
The Youth reply d, Ulyſſes is his Name, 217 bit 


« Of Itbaca's fair Iſle the Shield and Joy, 
« Of Monarchs not the laſt who ruin'd Troy, 


« The City ſo renown'd, whoſe Walls fuſtain'd | 
« A ten Years Siege, where hapleſs Priam reign'd. 15 
« 'Thro' Greece, and Aja round, his Deeds are hw L 


% No Prince more gracious ever fill'd a Throne. 
«© Fam'd for his Valour, and for Wiſdom more, 


« His Name has reach'd the World's remoteft Shore. 
«© Now wand'ring o'er the Seas, immenſely wide, 
«« He fails thro' Rocks, and ſtems the foaming m 


e To ſeek his long-left Iſle, which ſeems to ſhun 


« His fond Approach, and from his Arms to run. | 


A 


. 


ry 


Penelope, his chaſt, lamenting Wife, 0 
« And I, the Joy and Comfort of his Life, 
« Have loſt all Hopes his Perſon to revicw, 
Whom till th' inexorable Fates purſue. 

« With equal Danger, and with fruitleſs Pain, 
& To ſeck my Sire I ramble o'er the Main: 

« But wherefore ſaid I See? perhaps this Hour 
« 'The Monſters of the Deep his Limbs devour. 
« Have pity on our Woes, and if you know, 

« O Nymph divine, what Lot is fal'n below 

« To poor Ulyſſes, oh vouchſafe to give 

« His dying Son ſome News to make him live. 


Touch'd with Compaſſion, and amaz'd to find 


In fo unripe an Age ſuch Strength of Mind, 
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Adorn'd 
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Adorn'd with Wiſdom, Eloquence, and Tun, 
Calypſo fix'd her Eyes upon the Youth, | | | 114/ V 
Nor could enough his lovely Form admire, 

Th' exact Reſemblance of his Godlike Sire. 

Silent awhile ſhe Rood, with Wonder ſtruck, 

Then by degrees recov'ring thus ſhe ſpoke: | 

« Your Father's ſtrange Adventures, and paſt Woes, 
« A fitter time ſhall to your Ears diſcloſe. 

The moving Story's now too long to tell; 

«« Mean while, Telemachus, you here may dwell 

c Secure, and baniſh from your anxious Breaſt . 

« The fad Miſgivings that your Heart moleſt. 
Come to my Manſion, as my Son remain, 
« There you may lead a Life exempt from Pain. 
« My Comfort Thou within this lonely Iſle 

« Shalt prove, and I thy Sorrows to beguile 

cc Will exereiſe a tender Mother's. Care, | 
And Bliſs unmix d with Woes ſhall be thy Share, 
If well thou know'ſt to uſe my proffer d Grace. 


* 


c 


c 
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The Youth, with Tranſport fluſhing in his Face, 
Follow'd his Guide divine, amidſt a Train 
Of Stately Nymphs, that tripp'd along the Plain, 
Above whoſe lofty Heads the Goddeſs roſe, 
As a tall Oak that in the Foreſt grows, 
Its Boughs high-ſhooting from a Trunk profound, 
O'ertops the Trees with which tis compaſs d round. 
| Her dazzling Form Telemachus admires, 
Which darted, like the Sun, ten thouſand Fi ires, 
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Her long, wide - floating Gown, of Brian Dye, © 
Which match'd the richeſt” Azure of the Sky) 
In eaſy Ringlets, waving with the Wind. 
Her Treſſes negligently ty'd behind, 

But with a Grace; her Eyes ſo piercing bright, 

As wounded with a Glance the ſtrongeſt Sight, 

Yet, mix'd with Sweetneſs, ſoon the Breach repair'd : 
Thus at her Aſpect with the Youth it far'd. 

In modeſt Silence, but with downcaſt Look 

Grave Mentor in the Rear his Station took. 


Now at the Grot arriv'd Calypſo led 
The Strangers in, and courteous thus ſhe faid : 
« Here take your needful Reſt, your Clothes are wet, 
« "Tis time to ſhift them, deign without Regret 
«* To make this Cell your Home, and when Repoſe 
«© Has ſoften'd with its Balm your racking Woes, - 
« We'll meet again, our Stories to relate, x 
« And fee whoſe Bark is moſt oppreſs d by Fate. 
She then withdrew; Telemachus, who gaz'd, 
And ſtar'd around him, look'd like one amaz'd. 
Arm-loads of Cedar-wood ſoon air'd the Rooms, 
And fill'd the ſpacious Grot with rich Perfumes. 
Freſh Habits, from Calyp/o's Wardrobe brought, 
One plain, embroider'd one, and nicely wrought, 
Appear'd to view, with Linen ſoft as Flax 
From which 'twas ſpun, and white as Virgin-Wax. 
What elſe was wanted they deſcry'd at hand, 
So ſtrictly was obey d the Queen's Command. 


The 
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The Youth obſerving that a ſhining Vveſt 
Of Silver Tiſſue, folded on a Cheſt, 95 
Was deſtin d for his Uſe, to which was join d 

A Robe of Purple, with a Train behind 

In Length immenſe, and ſuch as Princes wear 
When crown d with Gold to Senates they repair 
New Laws to paſs, th imperfect old to mend, 

Or private Suits with Bounty to befriend. 

To try the ſplendid Toys he took Delight, 

And ſhew'd uncommon Gladneſs at —_ eee 


| Mentor,” who ey d the Scene, with [uit vere 


Thus daſh'd his Tranſport in its full Carreer. 


«© Are theſe the Thoughts that ſhould n the son 
« Of wiſe Ulyſſes, now to Manhood grown? | 
c Think rather to ſuſtain and to admire 

e The matehleſs-Glory of your GCodlike Sire, 

« To ſpurn ſuch Baubles, and with noble die 

c To vanquiſh Fortune that purſues your Life. 

« Youths, that like Women, take a ſecret Pride Sj] 
« To deck their Limbs, and ſwim in Pleaſure's Tide, 
« No Friends to Wiſdom, and to Glory lefs, 

« Unworthy prove thoſe Honours to poſſeſs. 

« True Glory follows thoſe who dare refrain 
“From oft Nen and rugged Toils allein. 


Sighing, to this Wan — d, 
© Now all the Gods forbid, and you, my Guide, 
« Or rather let Deſtruction be my Doom, 
4 Ere I to worthleſs Toys a Prey become! 
1 No, 


«© No, Mentor, no, Ulyſſes'\ Son diſdainns 


« To bear the Marks of ſuch ignoble Chains. 
« But what propitious Influence of Fate 
« Has made us find in our abandon d State 


& This Goddeſs, or this Mortal, bent to ſave 
« Two hapleſs Wretches ſinking to the Grave, N 
« Nor that alone, but in their ſore Diſtreſs 

« With ſuch amazing Acts of bounty bleſs ? 


“ Fear rather, Mentor to his Pupil ſaid, 

« Storms, tho' unſeen, impending o'er your Head. 

« Fear her deceitful Smiles, and artful Wit, 

«© More than the Rocks on which your Veſſel ſplit. 

« Shipwrecks, and Death it ſelf, leſs fatal prove 

«© Than Pleaſures that attend unlawful Love. 

© Take heed left you believe what ſhe'll recount, - 

« Youth thro' Preſumption will all Bars ſurmount, 

ce Still thinks itſelf ſufficient, and tho' frail, 

« Deems what it once attempts can never fail, 

« Subſiſts on flatt ring Hope, has nought to dread, 

« Without Precaution truſts, by Paſſion led. - 

« Of ſly Calyp/o's wheedling Arts beware, 

« Her Eyes are Witchcraft, and her Words a Snare, 

« Whoſe Poiſon, like a Snake that under Flow'rs 
% Conceals its Head, your Life unſeen devours. 

e In guard againſt your ſelf my Counſels wait, 

« Nor let raſh Deeds anticipate your Fate. 


* 


A 


* 


Refreſh'd with sleep, and in dry Clothes array d, 
The Grot with all its Bounds the Gueſts ſurvey d. 
Tele- 
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Zelemac bus was here ſurpriz d to ſee e 248k 
Under a ruſtick Form, from Splendor Sip 

All that could pleaſe the Taſte; or charm the Eye, 
Convenience, Order, Space, and Dignity. © 

"Tis true, nor Gold nor Silver there was found, 

No Floors Maſaick deck d the naked Ground, 

No Jaſper Columns, nor no Tapeſtry wove f 
In Per ſian Looms adorn'd the plain Alcove, 

No Marble Statues in high Nooks were plac'd, 

Nor coſtly: Pictures theſe Apartments grac d. 

But twas throughout of Shells and Stones a Glut 

In various Shapes that in the Rock were cut, 

And vaulted all around, the Walls were ſpread! 

With ſupple Vines, that branching over head, 

And then deſcending low, and ſtretching wide, 

Diffus d an equal Shade on ev'ry fide. 


Refreſhing Zcplryrs ſexr vd, like cooling Streams, 
To fence the Grot from Sols too ardent Beams. 


Sweet, bubbling Springs, ſlow- flowing thro the Meads 

Thick- ſown with Velvet Amaranthus Seeds, | 

And purple Violets, form'd from Space to Space 

Pure, wholſom Baths, as clear as Cryſtal-Glaſs. 

A thouſand new-born Flow'rs, whoſe lovely Hue 

And fragrant Scent at once delight the View 

And gratify the Smell, enamell'd round 

The verdant Plots, with which the Grot was bound. 

There of thoſe tufted Trees a Wood was ſeen, 
Whoſe Fruit like Gold, and Foliage ever green, 

With Bloſſoms intermix'd, as Lilies white, 

On the ſame Boughs their diff rent Charms unite. 
| : Whoſe 
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Whoſe Flow'rs, tho' tranſient, vaniſh but to riſe 

In quick Succeſſion, while their Odour flies 
Diffuſive far and near, and ſheds Perfumes 
Inchanting to the Senſe thro all the Rooms. 

This Thicket ſeem'd thoſe lovely Fields to crown, 
And form'd at Noon of Day a Dusk ſo brown, 
That Phœbus could not pierce the gloomy Shade, 
Which ſhew'd this Grove was for Retirement made, 
There nought was to be heard but Birds that ſung} 
Melodious Notes, which thro' the Woodland rung, 
Or ſome remote Gaſcade, that from the height 
| Of diſtant Rocks precipitates its Flight 

With guſhing Spouts along the flow'ry Meads, 
And as it flies the Soil with Moiſture feeds. 


The Grot was on a Hill's declining Side, 

From whence the Occan was at ſull deſcry'd, 

Now clear and ſmooth as Glaſs, tumultuous now, 

And raſhly ſtriving with an angry Brow + 

To pierce the ſolid Rocks, which with Diſdain 

Repel the Mountain-Waves, that roar in vain. 

A winding River form'd another View, 

Where Iſles that ſeem'd to float in Cluſters grew, 

Edg'd round with fragrant Limes, and Poplars high, 
| Whoſe Heads appear'd upſtretching to the Sky. 

The dif 'rent Chanels, which theſe Iſlands made, 

In ſporting-wiſe along the Meadows play d. 

heſe with a rapid Courſe their Billows roll'd 

Lak Cryſtal clear, and Thoſe as if controll'd 
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By ſome unſeen Reftraints ſo ſoftly ſtream d. * 
That like a ſtanding Pool their Waters ſeem' d, 

While others, that in diſtant Windings ſtray d, 

Turn'd back, and whence they roſe the Source betray'd, 
As if by Nature puſh'd they could not long 

Deſert th'inchanting Shores from whence they ſprung. ._ 
Hills rang'd on Hills, that match'd the Clouds in height, 
Whoſe Summits with eternal Snow were white, 
At diſtance ſpy'd diverſify d the View, 

And made th' Horizon gay as well as new. 

A brighter Scene, of more extenſive kind, 

The moſt unbounded Fancy could not find. 


The neighb'ring Mountains were with Branches ſtrung 
Of ſpreading Vines, whoſe Fruit in Chaplets hung. 


The Grapes in Cluſters, that like Purple ſhin'd, 
Full-ripe, diſdain d their Leaves to sculk behind, 


And ſwell'd to ſuch a Size, the Parent-Tree 

Was cruſh'd, oerburden'd with its Progeny. 

' Olives, Pomegranates of a golden Hue, 

Almonds in Bloom delightful to the View, 
Gage-Plumbs, and Beurrees Pears, whoſe Juice divine 
Approaches Mectar, the Weft-Indian Pine ; 
That bears Ambroſian Fruit, fair Monpareilles 

Whoſe Taſte beyond the Rennet Race prevails, _ 

The Musk-ſweet Melon, and the melting Peach, 
High- flavour d Golden Pippins within reach 
Depending on dwarf Trees, blue Figs that vie 

With luſcious Manna ropping from the Sky, 
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16 TELEMACHUS. Bock I. 
Spontaneous grew on this inchanting Soil, 
Excluſive of the Gardner's Care and Toil. 


Plants of each ſort ſprung up without controul, 
And form'd a ſecond Eden of the whole. 


The native Beauties of the Iſle ſurvey'd, 
Telemachus, who had with Mentor ſtray'd, 
Back to the Grot return d, for now the Queen 
Was dreſt, and in her Cloſet to be ſeen. _ 
Both enter'd, by the Nymphs in waiting led, 
Calyp/o ſmiling to the Strangers ſaid, 
« What think you of this loneſom Ile ? the Place 
« Is Rural, but not deſtitute of Grace. 
ce Retirement is my Choice, here Peace and Joy 
« Unmix'd with Anguiſh all my Hours employ. | 
Charm'd with her Words and Voice, where Wiſdom bung 
In ſeeming guiſe, as Muſick on her Tongue, | 
With Rev'rence bending low, the Youth reply'd 
« A Place, like This, where Angels might abide 
© Without Regret, is ſo ſurpaſſing fair, | 
That nought remains to wiſh when You are there. 
A Strain fo courtly, ſpoke with modeſt Grace, 
Produc'd a Bluſh, that mantled on her Face, 
Which, tho' it rais'd her Charms, ſhe ſtrove to hide 


* 


7 By turning baſhfully her Head aſide. 


« Tm glad, ſhe ſaid, the Place and Miſtreſs pleaſe, 
« Here then forget your Cares, and live at eaſe. 
« Scarce yet recover'd from your Toils at Sea, 


« Suſtain'd by angry Weptune's harſh Decree, 
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« Well may you wiſh your weary'd Limbs to reſt, 

« And gain a Truce from Thoughts that rack your Breaſt. 
« Refreſhments wait without, tis time to give 

« An Hour to Joy, Calypſo bids you live. 

Then ſmiling ſhe withdrew, the Prince amaz'd 

To hear ſuch gracious Words, on Mentor gaz'd, 

Who ſilent and unmov'd no Sign expreſt 

Of what Telemachus's Eyes confeſt. 


Mean time the Nymphs, in Snow-white Veſts array'd, 
And whoſe curl'd Treſſes on their Shoulders play'd, 
Had for their Gueſts prepar'd a plain Repaſt, 

Simple in Shew, but exquifite of Taſte, 

And ſerv'd with Elegance, there no Ragouts 

With poinant Sauce, invented to abuſe 

And charge the Stomach, on the Board were ſet; 
Birds caught with Lime, or lur'd within the Net, 
Or white-fleſh'd Coneys from their Burrows ſtray d, 
And kill'd for Sport, the whole Collation made. 
From maſſy Silver Jars, immenſely great, 

True, genuine Wine, and more than Ve&ar ſweet, 
Was pour'd, when wanted, into Cups of Gold, 
Deck'd round with Flow'rs in twiſted Chaplets roll'd. 
The choiceſt Fruits, which budding in the Spring, 
The Heats of Summer to Perfection bring, | 
And plenteous Autumn ſtrows upon the Ground, 

In wicker Baskets brought the' Banquet crown'd. 
Four beauteous Nymphs, the youngeſt of the Train, 
Began in Vocal Quire their Throats to ſtrain, 
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And firſt the Combat of the Gods they ſung + : 
Againſt the Giant-Race, who headlong flung 
Down to the Center of . the Earth, were chain'd - 
To Rocks of Adamant, where Pluto reign'd. 
Then changing Notes, as Sound delights to rove, 
They touch'd th'Amours of Semete and Jove, 
The Birth of Bacchus, in the Thunderer's Thigh 
Ingraſted till he reach'd Maturity, 

Then left to old Silenus Care, who taught 
The jolly Youth to drink and baniſh Thought. 
The Race of Atalanta fair and young 

Againſt Hippomenes was ſweetly ſung, 

Who back'd by Venus in his dang'rous Suit 

So opportunely threw the golden Fruit, 

That ſtooping to amaſs what charm'd her Eyes, 
She of the Youth defy'd became the Prize. 

Such Force th' ZHe/periar Applcs had to gain 

Her, who all Lovers treated with Diſdain. 

Nor was the recent War of Troy forgot, 

The Fate of Hector, and King Priam's Lot. 
Ulyſſes Combats in their Verſes ſhin'd, 

Nor was his well-known Prudence left behind, 
To whoſe Efforts was due the Grecian Claim 

To vanquiſh'd Troy, the utmoſt Stretch of Fame, 
This great Event, the deep Reſult of Thought, 
Which not Achilles Valour could have wrought, 
But {ingly from Ulyſſes Foreſight ſprung, 

Was juſtly made the Burthen of their Song. 
Of all the Nymphs Leucotboe the firſt, 

Who from the Cradle was to Muſick nurſt, 


To 
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To touch the founding Harp allow'd'the beſt, - 
Play'd to th' inchanting Voices of the reſt, 
Thus adding with inimitable Grace | 

To the ſhrill Treble's Part the thorough Baſe. 

At mention of his Sire the Son was ſtruck 
With Grief ſo piercing that the Blood forſook 

His Cheeks, and guſhing Tears with haſty Pace 
From his ſwoln Eyes ran trickling down his Face, 
Which gave new Luſter to his lovely Mien; 

But when Calypſo faw this moving Scene, 

For ſhe was preſent, ſtraight a Sign ſhe made 
To change the Subject, which the Nymphs obey'd. 
Then inſtantly the drunken Broil they ſung, 
When red-hot Brands the Lapitheans flung 
Amidſt the Centaurs at a Wedding-Feaſt, 

Where valiant Theſeus was himſelf a Gueſt ; 

And next the Thrac!ian Bard's Deſcent to Hell 
With Harp in Hand, as ancient Poets tell, 

To reſcue from the Grave his beauteous Wife, 
Who was by Muſick's Charms reſtor'd to Life 
On Terms th' impatient Husband could not keep, 
Doom'd ever for a Look his Loſs to weep. 
Diſaſtrous Chance | for on that fatal View 
Pull'd back ſhe bad her Love a laſt Adieu. 


The Conſort ended, and Collation done, 
Thus ſpoke Calygſo to Ulyſſes" Son: 
«« You ſee, young Offspring of a matchleſs Sire, 
„% Whoſe Worth, tho loſt to me, I ſtill admire, 
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And whoſe reſembling Features well I trace 
In you, the Hope and Pillar of his Race; 

You ſee with what Regard not you alone 

I treat, but Mentor, tho' to me unknown. 
Suffice it he's your Friend, which facred Tye 
Protects him too, whoſe Lot were elſe to die. 
For know, Immortal is Calyp/o's State, 

And but to touch this Iſle by Doom of Fate 

Is inſtant Death to all without Reprieve, 

Who make the raſh Attempt without my Leave. 
Not ev'n the Wreck that forc'd you on my Shore, 
And made my melting Heart your Woes deplore, 
Were Plea ſufficient to defend your Cauſe, 
Did Love not interpoſe to check the Laws. 

The like Good-fortune was your Father's Lot, 
But He, alas! my Favours ſoon forgot, 

Tho' long my Gueſt, and deaf ro found Advice 
Rejected Friendſhip's hoſpitable Ties. 

Here ſhelter'd from the Stroaks of adverſe Fate, 
He might have ſhar'd a more than mortal State, 
And paſt his Life with me, a Goddeſs born, 

Had not a headſtrong Paſſion to return 

To his own wretched Country made him ſlight 
An Offer plac'd in ſuch a tempting Light. 
You ſee what he has loſt, nor could your Sire 
Review that Object of his fond Deſire. 
Determin'd to be gone my Coaſt he left 
Precipitate, but as the Seas he cleft, 

Long toſs'd, and made the Sport of ev'ry Wind, 
And oft regretting Joys he left behind, 
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« A Tempeſt puniſh'd his unjuſt Diſdain, 

* And ſunk his Veſſel found'ring in the Main. 
ce Warn'd by this ſad Example ſure his Son 
c Will wiſer prove, nor equal Dangers run, ; 
Since after ſuch a Wreck all Hope is flown | 1 
ce To ſee your Father, and to mount a Throne | 
* So long abandon'd, tho' your Claim be juſt, 
e For Abſence often tempts to break a Truſt. 
ce Yet fink not under this Reverſe of Fate, 
“ Your Crown tho' loſt, not defp'rate is your State, 
< Since here the ſame Divinity you find, 

That lov'd your Father, to his Son inclin'd, 
« With whom you might enjoy without diſpute 
« A nobler Scepter, and her Love to boot. 
She told the Youth what Joys Ulyſſes felt 
In that delightful Place, while there he dwelt. 
Then by degrees a long Account ſhe gave” 
Of what befel him in the Cyclops Cave, | 1 
And Perils run amidſt the ſavage Brood | 
Of Leſtrigons who made Man's Fleſh their Food, 
And drank his Blood, where led by Hunger dire 
They ſcrunch'd the dear Companions of his Sire. | 
Nor was the Witch forgot, of Phaebus Line, | 
Whole fell Inchantments turn'd his Friends to Swine. 
The Rocks of Scylla and Charybdis clos d 
The Scene of Ills, to which he was expos'd. 
But wary in her Tale, when on the Deep 5 | 
Long buffeted, then wreckt, ſhe feign'd to weep f 
His Father loſt, ſhe hid with ſtudy'd Guile 1 
His landing ſafe in the Pheacian Ile. | 
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Telemachus, who had too ſoon belieyvd 
That all the gen'rous Favours he receiv“ d 
From pure, diſintereſted Bounty ſprung, * 

And that Calypſos Heart was on her Tongue, 
Nou faw her Artifice with ſome Surprize, 
And own'd the Counſels of his Guide were wile, 

He anſwer'd in few Words, © Excuſe my Grief, 
Fair Queen, which now admits of no Relief. 
Perhaps when Time has quell'd my preſent Pain, 
The tempting Fortune, now propos d in vain, 
« May work upon my Mind, my Father's Loſs - 
« Muſt needs this Inſtant all my Thoughts ingroſs, 
« And ſuch a Father too, whoſe Worth to tell 
Mere Pain ſuperfluous, for you knew him well, 
« Much better than my ſelf, and ſtill you keep 
In mind th' eternal Cauſe I have to weep, 
Indulge me then a Moment, and oh ſpare 
« My Soul a while from any other Care, 


cc 


A 


Calyp/o then forbore the Youth to preſs, 
And ſeem'd to juſtify his deep Diſtreſs. 
With heaving Sighs ſhe kept an equal Pace 
With his, and guſhing Tears bedew'd her Face. 
But ſtill to know the better how to move 
A Heart ſo young, and make it bend to Love, 
She ask'd him by what Chance his Ship was loft, 
And what Adventure drove him on her Coaſt. 
« What you demand, ſaid he, ſhould I recite, 
i "Twould tire your Patience, nor would end ere Night. 


Beſide, 


Book T. TELEMACHUS 23 
«© Beſide, the Story of my dreadful Woes \ +8.” 
« What Ear could hearken to, or Tongue expoſe ? 
cc No matter, anſ{wer'd the, I long to know 
« Their full Extent, and whence thoſe Evils grow. 
Preſs'd with ſuch Force her Suit he could not fail 
To grant, and thus began the moving Tale. 


cc From Ithaca, to ſeek my Father bent, 
cc Born on the Wings of filial Zeal I went, 
ce In hopes ſome ſure Intelligence to gain 
« From neighb ring Coaſts, or on the wide-{tretch'd Main, 


Or in the Courts of Kings return'd from Troy, 


« Whoſe Friendſhip gave my Soul ſome Glimpſe of Joy. 
«© My Mother's fond Admirers were ſurpris d 

cc To find me gone, tho they my Youth deſpis d. 
ce But knowing well their Perfidy I kept 

My Secret, whether twas Twak'd or Ilept. 

« Not Meſfor, whom at Pylos firſt I ſaw, 

© Whoſe Age and Wiſdom ſtruck my Soul with Awe, 
« Nor Menelaus, of whom I next enquir'd 

At Sparta's Court, could tell what I deſir'd. 

te Both Kings receiv'd me with a Friend's Embrace, 

« But neither could my Father's Fortune trace. 

« Thus wand'ring long in vain, and weary'd out 

« With undetermin'd Plans, and racking Doubt, 
At length I purpos'd all Suſpence to end, 

« And tow'rds' Sicilia's Shore my Courſe to bend, 

« Where Fame reported in a Tempeſt toft 

« Ulyſſes drove as to the neareſt Coaſt. 
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But Mentor, whom you ſee, with Wiſdom A 
« To check fo unadvis d a Project fought, © 
« Which to divert he told me of the Race 

« Of Cyclops that inhabited the Place, 

« Fierce, monſtrous Giants, that within their Den 
« Devour'd the Fleſh and drank the Blood of Men. 
« Again, /Zneas and the Trojan Fleet 

« Now there, he ſaid, we could not fail to meet, 

*« And as thoſe Trojans are the mortal Foes 

“Of every Greeh, twere Madneſs to expoſe 
« Our Lives to their fell Wrath, beſide what Prize 

ce Like great Ulyſſes Son could glut their Eyes! 

% What Joy to ſhed his Blood their Hearts would fill, 
« Whoſe Father did ſo many Trojans kill! N. v. 
« To Ithaca, continu'd he, return, | 
« Perhaps your Godlike Sire, whoſe Fate you mourn, 
« Protected by the Gods is ſtill alive, 
« And will be there, ere you yourſelf arrive. 

© But if thoſe Gods, whoſe Judgments we adore, 
Have doom'd he ne'er ſhould ſee his Country more, 
« His Loſs 'tis then your Duty to ſupply, 

« With Courage arm'd his haughty Foes def, 

« His Wrongs at home revenge, your Mother free, 
And let all 1:haca your Prudence fee, bY 

e $Shew in your Perſon, not to Greece alone, 

« But to the World, that wiſe Ulyſſes' Son 

« Deſerves the Scepter which his Father bore, 

« And ſcorns to yield the Diadem he wore. 


= — 
— — toy 


Book 7 E LE MAC HUS 25. 


« This wholeſom Counſel, fo diſcreet, fo kind, 
« Made no Impreſſion on my ſtubborn Mind, 
« By Paſſion only ſway d, yet Mentor's Love 
cc To me was ſuch, that when he fail d to move 
« My Soul to hearken to his ſound Advice, 
« He choſe to ſecond my raſh Enterprize, 
© The Gods permitting oft that ſome Defect 


In Conduct Man's Preſumption ſhould correct. 


While thus Telemachus his Task purſu'd, 
Calypſo with Attention Mentor view'd. 


Surpriz d ſhe ſeem'd awhile, and thought ſhe felt 


That ſomething more than Man about him dwelt. 
Confounded ſtill the more the more ſhe gaz d. 
With haggard Eyes ſhe ſtar d like one amaz d, th 
Unable, tho' divine, to ſiſt and ſcan 

The dark Receſſes of -the-feeming- Man. 

Thus fll'd with Terror and Miſtruſt ſhe ſtood, 

Like one entangled in a pathleſs Wood. 


But checking ſoon her Fear, © Go on, ſhe cry'd, 
And let my curious Mind be ſatisfy d. 


Then thus the Youth continu'd : © With a Gale 

« Friendly awhile we made a gentle Sail - 

ce Directly bent for the Trinacrian Coaſt, 

« But ah, how ſoon were our Endeavours croſs'd | 

ce Sudden we ſaw a dreadful Tempeſt riſe, 

e That hid the Sun from our aſtoniſh'd Eyes. 

« Loud, deaf ning Peals amidſt the Shades of Night 
Were heard, and Lightnings flaſh'd that dim'd the Sight, 
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Yet by whoſe Glare we other Veſſels ſpy d 
Expos d like ours upon the foaming Tide. 
Theſe were the Squadron of the Trojan Chief, 
Anchiſes Son, which added to our Grief, : 
For Rocks, and Waves, and Quickſands near the Shore 
So rife, by Greeks were not redoubted more. 

"Twas then I faw and felt what Heat of Youth 

Had made me ſhun till now, the Force of Truth, 
Whoſe Precepts tho ſo oft before me laid 

With care, I never with Attention weigh'd. 

Amidſt theſe dang'rous Bars that croſs d our Way 
Mentor appear'd intrepid, firm, and gay, 

More brisk than he was wont, 'twas he alone 
Inſpir'd my Soul with Courage not my own, 

With Force ſuperior not to be diſmay d. 

And while our Guide, tho Maſter of his Dato... 

And bred to Perils, was aghaſt with Fcar, 

Mentor untroubled did his Veſſel ſteer, 

Gave out his Orders with an Air ſedate, : 
Chear d all the Crew with Hopes, and faid their Fate 
At ſuch a Jun&ure on their Labour hung, 

Now this, now that way, with ſonorous Tongue 
He cry'd, Your Oars with Force redoubled ply, 
When Life is in your Hands who fears to dic? 

"Twas thus he gave them Heart, whilſt I amaz'd 
At what I ſaw and heard on Mentor gaz'd 
With Admiration, then approaching faid, 
O wherefore has my Youth ſo ill obey'd 

A Friend ſo dear, whoſe Counſels ever juſt 
In all Concerns of Life twere ſafe to truſt ? 


«© How 
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«© How wretched is the Man, who in an age 
* headſtrong Folly doth with Wiſdom wage 
ee Inceſſant War, in which his ſtubborn Mind. 
«© Forgetful of the paſt, alike is blind 8 
« To what's to come, and Temper wants to guide 
cc Life's floating Bark, and ſtem the preſent Tide, 
ce Deaf, and ungovern'd, to himſelf alone 
Attends, and ſpurns all Counſels but his own. 
6e If now we ſcape, and land on yonder Shore, 
«© Never, O Mentor, ſhall your Pupil more 
« His own Ideas truſt, but as a Foe 
«© Regard himſelf, ſole Author of his Woe. 
* You, only you, renouncing all beſide, 
Il own hereafter as my ſureſt Guide. 
To this his wiſe Conductor ſmiling ſaid; - | 
« Think not, Tele mac bus, I ſhall upbraid 
« Your Youth witlr duing-what-you own e-Feult, - 
« Which juſtly might to your Account be brought. 
« Sufficient tis for me that you eonſeſss | 
« What thus acknowledg'd makes your Error + | 
« A Mind that feels, and feeling dares diſcloſe | 
e Its Weakneſs, by Reflexion ſtronger grows. 
« But when the Danger's paſt, ſo light are Men, 
« Perhaps Prefumption will return again. 
« However Courage at this inſtant Hour 
« Is needful, Faintneſs would our Lives devour. _ 
cc Before we make th Attempt, we ſhould forecaſt 
« And fear th Effects of like Adventures paſt, 
« But when we are embark'd, and Perils threat, 


ce We then ſhould mock the worſt Diſtreſs we meet. 
D 2 « Be 


* 
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Be therefore great Ulyſſes worthy Son, 

« And ſhew your Fortitude's too true to ſhun 
ce Or ſhrink at Dangers that our Lives ſurround, 
« Then hap what will, you are with Glory crown'd. 


Sage Mentor's ſweet unforc'd Behaviour join'd 
With manly Courage charm'd my wond'ring Mind. 
But what ſurpriz'd me more was to behold 
With what Addreſs, ſcarce credible when told, 
He ſav'd us from the 779jans; when the Light 
Began to diſſipate the Shades of Night, 

Juſt at a JunQure when they could not fail 

To know without a Glaſs our Grecian Sail, 
One Trojan Veſſel, built like ours, he ſpy d, 
Stray d from the Fleet, and driving by our Side, 


With Main and Top- ſails looſe, upon whoſe Stern 
A Wreath of certain Flow'rs he could diſcern. 


Strait was our Poop with waving Chaplets crown'd 
Reſembling theirs, and Streamers plac'd around 
Our ſhatter'd Bark, of equal Size and Dye 

With thoſe, that at a diſtance ſtruck his Eye. 

He then gave Orders that the Slaves who ply'd 
Their ſtretch'd-out Oars to ſtem th' impetuous Tide, 
On their firm Seats with Bodies bending low 
Should fink to paſs unknown amidſt the Foe. 
Fram'd with ſuch Art this Stratagem prevail'd, 
And thus quite through their Fleet ſecure we fail'd. 
The Trojans, as we paſs'd, huzza'd for joy 

To ſee their Fellows, as they judg'd, of Troy, 


Whom 
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Whom they ſuſpected loft, their Fleet rejoin, | 

And ftrengthen in Diſtreſs their ſcatter'd Line. 

Such was the Ocean's Rage, that for awhile 

We were conſtrain'd for Safety to beguile 

Our mortal Foes ſtill on, with them to move, 

And Perils greater than the Storm to prove. 

At length by Chance or Art we lagg'd behind, 

And while th' unceaſing Fury of the Wind 

With Guſts redoubled them to Africk-bore, 

By dint of Oars we gain d Sicilia s Shore. 


But what we ſought with ſuch a greedy Eye 
Prov'd worſe than hoſtile Ships that made us fly. 
Here other Trojans to our Coſt we found 
Held on the Coaſt a certain Tra& of Ground, 
Where old Aceſtes reign'd, of Dardan Blood, 

To Greeks unfriendly,” cho by Nature good. 
Scarce had we trod th' inhoſpitable Land, 

But gathering Crowds that cover d all the Strand, 
Took us for Inmates of the Iſle that came 

By force of Arms their Settlements to claim, 

Or Spies deputed from ſome hoſtile Shore 

The Coaſt to view, and Country to explore. 
Sudden they burnt our Ship, and all the Crew 
Without Remorſe theſe ſavage Tygers ſlew, 
Reſerving me and Mentor, ſcarce for Grief 
Alive, to be preſented to their Chief, 

That from our Mouths he might diſcover who 
We were, and whence we came, and what our View. 


The 


30 
The Town we enter d quite aghaſt with Dread, 
Like Miſcreants, to Execution led, 


Our Arms behind our Backs with Cords were ty'd, 
And Throngs of Rabble preſs d on ev'ry fide. 


Thus was our Death retarded but to glut 
A cruel Mob, whoſe Ears are ever ſhut _. 
To ſoft Compaſſion, with ſuch Sights as theſe, 


Which none but vile inhuman Eyes can pleaſe : 


For well we gueſs'd, when once it ſhould be known 
That we were Greeks, the fatal Die was thrown. 


Before the Sovereign Judge, who rul'd the Land, 
A golden Scepter holding in his Hand, 


And ready to conſult the Will of Fate 


On ſome important Buſineſs of the State, 

By ſolemn Sacrifice, like Victims brought, 

He ask'd us whence we came, and what we ſought, 
Witht Tone ſevere, and with contracted Brow, 

And when we landed on the Coaſt, and how. 
Mentor reply'd in haſte, © O King, we come 
From great Heſperia's Shore to ſearch our Doom 


In Parts remote, by Trathck's lawful Courſe 


« Scek honeſt Gain, abhorring Fraud and Force. 
Adapted to our Caſe by Words like theſe 

He ſtudy'd to remove all Thoughts of Greece. 

But ſtern Aceſtes ſoon his Mind reveal'd 

And taking us for Strangers who conceal'd 

Some deep Deſigns, ordain'd upon the Spot 

A neighb'ring Foreſt $ Bound {ſhould be our Lot, 


Ww here 
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Where kept like common Slaves we ſhould abide : 
To ſerve vile Herdſmen that o'er Flocks preſide. 
Not Death itſelf ſo dreadful ſeem'd to me 

As ſuch a Life, Or change your harſh Decree, 
« O King, I cry d, or let us die, the Task. 

cc You ſet is ruder far than what I ask, 

«* Unworthy of the great Ulyſſes Son, 

ce "Whoſe Blood within my Veins I boaſt to own. 

« Know me for young Telemachus, who ſpring 

« From Ichaca's renown'd, but hapleſs King. 

« ] ſeek my Father thro' the wide-ſtretch'd Main, 
« But if, alas, I'm doom'd to ſeek in vain, 

« Nor ſee my Country more, nor Bondage ſhun, 

c Then let my Glaſs of Life no longer run. 

« A Prince ſo born to die would rather chuſe, 
Than live in Fetters, or his — loſe. 


* 


* 


scarce were theſe Words by me pronounc 'd, before | 
The Crowd to Fury mov'd began to roar, 
ce Periſh the Son of that inhuman Sire, 
« Whoſe Wiles conſum'd our native Troy with Fire. 
« Unhappy Offspring, faid Aceſtes then, 
« Of dire Ulyſſes, cruelleſt of Men, 
« Our Mortal Foe, I can't refuſe your Blood 
« To all the Trojan Ghoſts that in the Flood 
Of black Cocytus uninterr'd remain, 


La) 


— 


c 
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« And ſtrive to reach th E/yfan Shore in vain, 
« Plung'd by his fatal Arts they howl, they groan, 
« And call aloud for Vengeance on his Son. 


cc You 
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« You and your Leader then without Reply 
« As deſtin'd Victims muſt prepare to die. 


On this an ancient Man, tho' worn with Age 
Extream, yet boiling with unſeemly Rage, 
With Voice ſonorous cry'd, «So juſt a Doom 
«© Were beſt accompliſh'd on Anchiſes Tomb. 
Their Blood, ald he, would pleaſe that Hero's e, 
« And when a Sacrifice ſo duly made 
e Should reach near Ears, what Joy the Son 
© Would feel to ſee Revenge ſo well begun, 
« To find Aceſtes did fo high revere 
* What to a pious Offspring was ſo dear. 

A Thought ſo new, yet ſpecious in its kind, 
Found eaſy Entrance in the People's Mind, 


And paſt without Demurr, thus all conſpir'd 
To ſee perform'd the Sacrifice deſir d. 


To old Anchiſes Monument we ſtrait Sr Aang 
Were led to undergo our dreadful Fate. 

Already Altars ſmoak d, the hallow'd Wood 

Was in a Flame, the Prieſt in Surplice ſtood 

With Knife in Hand, while we with Garlands crownd 
Appear d like harmleſs Sheep for Slaughter bound. 
Remorſe was baniſh'd from each ſavage Breaſt, 

And nought but brutal Violence confeſt. 

We touch'd our lateſt Hour, when free from Dread 
Himſelf thus Mentor to Aceſtes ſaid: 

« If young Telemachus, oppreſs d with Woes, 

« Aﬀect you not, yet ſhould a Hoſt of Foes 


U 
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« Be ready to o'erwhelm you, like a Flood 
ce That breaks all Bounds and feorns to be withſtood; 
c If then ſome friendly Notice ſhould be ſent 
& To arm in time againſt the dire Event, 
« Methinks the Terror it would ſtrike ſhould make 
« No ſlight Impreſſion for your Country's ſake. 
«© To pierce in what's to come, O King, is mine, 
ce This Science, which is juſtly call'd divine, 
Makes me foreſee that, ere three Days are paſt, 

«© Unleſs to ſtem the Tide you arm in haſte, 
« A Multitude of fierce, unnumber'd Foes, 
« Which like a Deluge unreſiſted grows, 
„ Will from the Mountains pour with Fury down, 
« O'erflow your City, and your Country drown. 
ce Tf Pity fails, at leaſt let Intereſt move, 
ce Nor loſe one Moment, if your ſelves you love. 
« Letall be arm'd before To-morrow's Dawn, 
« And your rich Flocks within your Walls be drawn. 
« Should my Prediction in three Days be found 
« Without effect, then ftrike the fatal Wound 
e You have pronounc'd, but if tis verify'd, 
« Our Innocence will by th' Event be try'd. 
« *Twou'd then be much unjuſt to puniſh thoſe 
« With Death, from whom your Preſervation roſe. 


Aceſtes, greatly at theſe Words amaz d, 
With Admiration on the Speaker gaz'd, 
Who utter'd with a Boldneſs what he faid 
That ftruck the King and all his Court with Dread, 
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And Veneration mix d, unknown before, 

Such penetrating Force his Language bore. 

ce I ſee, O Stranger, thus the King reply d, 

« I ſee the Gods, who have your Virtue tryd 

« With adverſe Fortune, chuſe your Mind to bleſss 
« With Gifts too rich for Greatneſs to poſſeſs. 1 * 
He then gave inſtant Orders to ſuſpend Pn 
The Sacrifice till three ſhort Days ſhould end, 5 
The Time preſcrib'd, and labour'd to prevent TL 
With utmoſt Diligence the Foe's Intent, | 
By Menton threatned, in a trice the Town 
Summon'd to War was in an Uproar thrown, 
Strong, Panick Terror ſeiz'd the Female Band, 

Who trembled as if Doomſday were at hand. 

The Old, whom Time had bent, half-dead beſides, - 
Hied to their Homes thro' Fear with double Strides, 
'The Cries of Infants, and the Din of Arms 

That every Quarter fill'd, increas'd th' Alarms, 

The bleating Sheep that in rich Paſtures fed 

Without the Walls, and lowing Oxen bred 

For Work as well as Food, in Droves were ſent 

To ſtock the City, and in Stables pent, 

Tho' inſufficient found ſuch Flocks to hold, 

That us d to ſpacious Champians ſpurn'd the Fold. 

In ev'ry Part a wild Confuſion reign'd, 

And thoſe who mov'd for Paſſage were conſtrain' * 
To puſh with all their Force to make their Way, 
Beſide ten thouſand Tongues amidſt the Fray 
Were heard, whoſe Jangling made ſo hoarſe a Sound, 
"Twas like a Swarm of Hornets humming round. 
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None could be underſtood, Words were but Wind, 
In ſuch a Chaos ev'ry Senſe was blind. 

The Man unknown was taken for a Friend, 

And this did to a Foe his Hand extend. 

All ran about amaz'd unknowing where, 

Or, as amidſt a Storm, what Courſe to ſteer. 

But ſtill the chief amongſt them, who thro' Pride 

And vain Conceit accounted none befide 

Themſelves to have Diſcernment, fondly thought 

That Mentor's Threats were with Impoſture fraught, 

And forg'd to fave his Life, of which they ſeem'd 

Aſſur d, tho' otherwiſe the King eſteem'd. 


Before the third Day's Cloſe, while all the Tribe 

Of fleering Politicians ſhot their Gibe | 

On this Event, a Cloud of Duſt was ſpy'd 

Upon the neighb'ring Hill's declining Side. 

This ſoon was follow'd by an armed Hoſt | 
Of fierce Barbarians, covering all the Coaſt. 
Theſe were Himerians call d, a ſavage Brood, 

That dwell where Agrigentum's rapid Flood 
Precipitates its Fall with dreadful Sound 

From Mountain- tops, and drowns the Country round. 
Some from the Cliff of MVebrodes deſcend, 

Where Zephyrs ne'er could Winter's Fury bend. 
The ſtiff, wiſe Heads, who Mentor's Skill deſpis d, 
Saw in a trice their Flocks and Slaves ſurpris'd. 
To Mentor thus the King more gracious ſaid, 

« I now forget that you in Greece were bred, 
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« Our Foes become our Friends, my Eyes unſeal'd 
| ce Perceive the Gods have ſent you here to ſhield 
MM « Our Lives from quick Deſtruction juſt at hand, 
« And ready to devour th' unguarded Land. 
« Nor do I leſs expect in you to ſee 
 « That Valour keeps with Wiſdom r 
« Haſte then to give us Succour; Mentor 2 
So unconcern'd before, and ſo ſedate, 
On th' Inſtant darts ſuch Lightning from his Eyes, 
As doth the boldeſt Combatants ſurprize. 
A ſeven- fold Buckler on his Arm he takes, 
Girds on his Sword, the pointed Jav'lin ſhakes, 
His Helmet on his Head, to Arms he calls, 
And marſhals all the Troops within the Walls, 
K Then leads them out to ſeek th' invading Foes, 
. And breathes Revenge and Slaughter, as he goes. 
. The King, tho equal Vengeance fir d his Mind, 
5 Thro' Age advancing flow was far behind. 
| I follow'd cloſer with a youthful Speed, 
4 Yet Mentors eager Haſte did mine exceed. 
| His ſtee] Cuiraſs, as was by all confeſt, \ 
Shin'd like Minerva's Egid on his Breaſt. 
The Battel now begun, Deſtruction roſe 
In ev'ry Rank, where Mentor dealt his Blows. 
As a /Vumidian Lion, when his Maw = 
Is empty, ſtrikes the Woods and Plains with Awe 
Roaring tremendous, if by chance he ſpies 
A Troop of feeble Sheep, with ſparkling Eyes 
He leaps into the Fold, and like a Flood 
The Ground is in an Inſtant ſtrew'd with Blood. 
Piecemeal 
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Piecemeal he tears the Flock, the Shepherds fly 
Aghaſt, and let the helpleſs Victims die. 
such was the horrid Carnage Mentor made, 
And ſuch th' Aſtoniſhment his Foes yo 


Thus they who hop'd by N be to VS 
The Town, fell Victims to their own Device, 
And Troops juſt rais'd, undiſciplin'd, and raw, 
By Mentor faſhion'd to their Foes gave Law. 
The Words he utter'd, and the Port he bore, 
Gave n to his Men unfelt before. 


In this * Fray, ere yet the Field was won, 
My ſelf attack'd the hoſtile Monarch's Son. 
Of my own Age he ſeem'd, tho much in height 
Superior, and Gigantick to the Sight. 
For, you muſt note, this barbarous People came 
Of Cyclops Race, and bore as huge a Frame. 
He mock'd a Dwarf like me, my Form deſpis d, 
But I, to ſhew him I was not ſurpris'd 
At his prodigious Strength, and lofty Creſt, 
With Vigour lanc'd my Spear againſt his Breaſt, 
And made him vomit, tottering as he ſtood, 
'And juſt expiring, Streams of livid Blood. 
A Fall fo ſudden of a Bulk fo great 
Scarce gave me time to ſhun th enormous Weight, 
Whoſe Touch had cruſh'd me, and whoſe Armour' $ Sound 
Did to the Hills with rattling Noiſe rebound. 
His Spoils I ſeiz d, and with ſuch Trophies grac 
Rejoin'd Aceſtes, who my Valour prais d. 


Mean 
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Mean time intrepid Mentor puſh'd the Foe 

With ſuch a Force, and ſo purſu'd his Blow, 

That ere the Sun declin'd the ſpacious Plain 

Was ſtrew'd with countleſs Numbers of the Slain. 

The ſcatter'd reſt, who fled, and thoſe but few, 

Back to their Mountains, and their Woods withdrew. 


This great Succeſs, beyond their Hopes acquir'd, 
Made valiant Mentor paſs for one inſpir'd 
And cheriſh'd by the Gods, or more than Man; 
Then touch'd with Gratitude the King began 
Thus with a cloſe Embrace, What Thanks are due, 
« O Stranger, for our Lives preſerv'd by you, 
« Nor them alone, but for an Empire fav'd, 
« Exploits that merit well to be ingrav'd 
« On ever-during Monuments of Braſs, 
“ That ſuch high Deeds to future Times may paſs? 
« But ſhould the Trojan Fleet arrive, I fear 
« My grateful Soul could ſcarce ſecure you here. 
« Haſte then to leave this Iſle without Delay, 
« And may the Gods protect you in your Way. 
This ſaid, a Ship was order'd on the Spot, 
Nor were fair Gifts and Compliments forgot. 
He preſs d us to depart, as in a Fright 
Leſt ſome Misfortune on our Heads ſhould light. 
But neither Guide or Crew would he allow 
Of Race Sicilian to direct the Prow, 
As judging they in Greece might Danger run 
For Outrage offer d to Ulyſſes Son. 
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Phenician Merchants, trading without Fear 

To ev'ry Coaſt, remote, as well as near, 

The Carriers of all Nations, had command 
To take and waft us to our native Land, 
Which done, their Orders were about to tack, 
And bring with ſpeed Aceftes Veſſel back. 

But Fate, that laughs at what vain Men propoſe, 
Reſerv d us ſtill for more conſummate Woes. 


The End of the Firſt Book. 
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